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Farewell, Tommy. | love you 


Author's Notes: 
if anyone knows the meanings of the genres, please, tell me, because l'm lost! Well, the fic is really short, but 


it was made with all my heart. Enjoy! 


Always wanting a break, but always ending up hating it. | seem to have a schedule to every tour break: wake 
up at noon, eat something, try some new songs, porn and drugs at night. But usually I've got some guests at 


night, but not this time. 


l'm doing drugs after | wake up! Its all Tommy's fault! He doesn't seem to care about me anymore. He has got 
Vince now, and they are getting along really well, and both of them are forgetting about me. Fine, I'm gonna call 
some girls, they are always there when | need them. 


He has been avoiding me all the break, except on Christmas, when | visited him and we had a great time, 
making me forgive him. How stupid | am! Now he continues not giving a damn when | call him. He must be in an 


orgy with Vince and Heather, while I'm here, crying and drugging myself until | pass out. 


Today it's different. I've got the news that they want us to make solo albums. | tried to call him to say it's a 
trap to dismantle the band, but he didn't answer. | used up all my heroin, so to say, doses and doses. | don't 
want to live in a life that no one cares about me and are always plotting against me or putting my friends 


against me. 


I'm beginning to feel dizzy, numb... after all, I'm going Home Sweet Home, where I'll meet again the people who 


cared about me. | will try once again to call Tommy. 


"— hello, you called Tommy Lee, but | ain't home. Leave your message for me to hear it when | finally get 


home. BIP" 


"- Hello, T-Bone, I'm leaving this message to warn you that they are plotting against us, but that won't be 
necessary anymore. Tommy, l'm going Home Sweet Home.. | forgive you if you didn't really love me, or | beg 
your apologies if | was a pain in your ass, | promise that will never happen again. You will live happily now, | 
won't bother you. I'm sorry for everything and farewell bro, | love you in the purest way, that's why | acted 
strangely. A filthy being feeling the purest love. Anyway, farewell, | love you, Tommy.” 


Tears were | running down from my eyes as | said these word. My eyesight is blackening.headache..my veins 
burn.my heart aches..my muscles paralysed and | fell. Tears keep running, I'm shivering and sweating. I'm 
terrified right now, and the only thing that can keep me calm is a song, just one song. He had hepled me with 
that, and all those sleepless nights, but now, even though he is near, his heart is far away. So | sang it to 
myself, sobbing: 


"You know I'm a dreamer 

But my heart's of gold 

| had to run away high 

So | wouldn't come home low 

Just when things went right 

It doesn't mean they were always wrong 


Just take this song and you'll never feel 


Left all alone 


Take me to your heart 
Feel me in your bones 
Just one more night 


And I'm comin’ off this 


Long and winding road 


lm on my way 
lm on my way 
Home sweet home 


Tonight tonight 


lm on my way 


lm on my way 


Home sweet home 


You know that I've seen 

Too many romantic dreams 

Up in lights, fallin’ off 

The silver screen 

My heart's like an open book 

For the whole world to read 
Sometimes nothing keeps me together 


At the seams 


I'm on my way 
I'm on my way 
Home sweet home 
Tonight tonight 
I'm on my way 
Just set me free 


Home sweet home 


Home sweet home 
Home sweet home 


Home sweet home 


I'm on my way 
I'm on my way 
Home sweet home 
Yeah yeah 

I'm on my way 
Just set me free 


Home sweet home" 


As | sing the last line, my body feels good. Light, relaxed and free from all the pain.but only one thing comes 


to my mind " Farewell, Tommy. | love you" 


